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Chapter One




Ialways get excited before the first day of a new free-use temp job. But this time I was more nervous than excited. There I was, standing in front of my mirror, fussing with my blonde hair for the fifth time while my stomach fluttered like I’d swallowed a butterfly.

This outfit wasn’t helping either. Runners at film studios are supposed to dress “practical.” Which for me means tiny shorts, a fitted T-shirt that stretched tight across my ample breasts, and some cute trainers with ankle socks.

Behind me, my husband, Ben, lay sprawled across our duvet like a man watching his favorite show. He had his hands behind his head, chest bare, one ankle crossed over the other.

“You’re nervous,” he said.

“I’m not nervous,” I lied.

“Uh-huh.”

“Okay, fine. Maybe I’m a little nervous,” I admitted. “It’s a film studio. There’s going to be real actors. Real famous people…”

“A lot of hot famous people walking around being able to use you however they want?” Ben asked, raising an eyebrow.

I crossed my arms. “Look, I know I’m only a runner. But what if some filmstar wants to have me? I’m sweating just thinking about it.”

“Who are you hoping for?” he asked. “Come on, be honest. Actors? Actresses? Directors? Someone who’s been on a billboard recently?”

I tried to play it off, but a smile crept across my lips anyway. “Maybe an actor,” I said lightly. “Or an actress. Or… I don’t know. Just someone exciting.”

Ben sighed. I could tell he was getting turned on. “You want to be used by someone famous today, don’t you?”

My face burned. “Is that so wrong?”

“No,” he said softly. “That’s why I love you.”

I felt myself relax a little. “I don’t even know who’s filming there today,” I murmured. “Imagine if it’s someone huge. Someone I’ve always watched on screen. Someone I’ve… thought about.”

I could see that Ben’s cock was hard in his jeans now, causing an obvious bulge. I climbed onto the bed, straddling him. I leaned over and gave him a little kiss on the lips, letting my mound graze against his erection. He let out a little moan.

“You look hot in those little shorts,” he said. His hands grabbed my ass, gripping me firmly and pulling me harder against his cock. I reached between my legs, unzipping him and pulling it out. He was rock-hard for me as usual. I shuffled down and took his dick in my mouth, all the way down until it was right against the back of my throat.

“Fuck, Molly,” he groaned happily. “Whoever it is, they’re going to be desperate to fuck you as soon as they see you.”

I pulled off slightly, saliva running down his shaft. “I hope so,” I grinned, and then went back to sucking his dick.

“Oh, god,” he groaned again. “You’re so slutty. Have you got time to fuck before you go?”

I lifted off his cock again, stroking it with one hand. “I’ve always got time for my gorgeous husband.”

I quickly tugged off my shorts and panties. My bush was freshly trimmed into a neat triangle, and it felt soft as I brushed my hand through it and spread my lips open. Then I crouched over his cock, letting it sink deep into my pussy.

“Fuck, I love your dick,” I moaned, starting to ride him. His cock filled me perfectly, pushing all the right buttons as it throbbed inside me.

“You love any dick,” he laughed, suddenly flipping me over onto my back. He started fucking me hard, slamming me into the bed and making it creak. “My little whore wife,” he grunted.

I lifted my legs back, taking him deeper. I was already soaking wet. I could feel it leaking out of my pussy and down my ass.

“I want you to come in my ass,” I whispered in his ear as he fucked me.

“Oh, Molly, you dirty girl,” he grinned. He pulled his cock out of my clenching pussy, and lowered it to my rear entrance. “You want my cock in your ass?” he asked, pressing the head against the tight ring of muscles. I lifted my legs back further.

“Yes. Fuck my ass,” I groaned.

With a firm push, he opened me up and slid his cock deep into my rear entrance. I moaned as the sudden discomfort quickly gave way to pleasure. With a few more thrusts, he was buried to the hilt. Then he started to fuck me hard, making me cry out with every deep thrust. I slipped my hand between my legs, plunging all four fingers into my cunt and fucking myself with them.

His cock stretched my ass, and my fingers stretched my cunt. He upped the pace, fucking me harder and grunting with every firm thrust. The pressure inside was building rapidly. Seconds later, I came hard, squirting all over myself and soaking the bed. Waves of pleasure washed over me, making me shake and thrash about on the bed. He fucked me through it as my ass clenched around his cock.

With a loud groan, Ben reached his own release. His cock throbbed, and I felt him fill me with thick, warm cum. He held it deep inside me until he’d given me every last drop.

“See? Now you’re relaxed,” he murmured, pulling his dick out of my ass with a wet noise. “Ready to go be a slut for the stars?”

I giggled, my hands running over the sweaty mess of my own body. “I’ll need another shower now.”

“Be quick then. You need to go get that big celebrity cock,” he grinned.


Chapter Two




Ifound the production office, checked in, and was handed my security lanyard. They immediately gave me my first task: deliver an important set of call sheets to the director's trailer, which was parked behind the main soundstage.

My heart hammered against my ribs as I walked. The studio lot was massive, a strange mix of industrial buildings and fake streetscapes. The air hummed with activity; costumed extras milled around, crew members barked into headsets, and expensive equipment was everywhere. I tightened my grip on the stack of papers, acutely aware of how short my shorts were, how much my ass was on display, and how big my breasts looked in the tight T-shirt.

I finally reached the cluster of massive, luxury trailers. The director's was the largest, with a shaded porch area. I knocked softly.

“Delivery for… the director?”

The door opened, and I instantly froze. The director was a gorgeous Black woman in a smart skirt, blouse, and ridiculous heels. She was breathtakingly beautiful, her black pencil skirt hugged her hips, and the crisp white blouse was buttoned low enough that her large breasts bulged out of it. Her black hair was slicked back in a perfect knot, not a strand out of place.

Her eyes swept over me once, taking in the shorts, the too-tight T-shirt, and the nervous expression. She didn’t bother to hide her unimpressed look.

“What?” she asked, her voice clipped.

I swallowed. “Um… call sheets. For you.” I held out the stack like an offering to a queen.

She took them without saying thank you. “You’re the new runner, aren’t you?”

“First day,” I managed. “I’m Molly.”

“I don’t care what your name is,” she muttered, stepping aside. “Come in. I need something.”

I stepped inside. Her trailer was immaculate: cool air, leather seating, and a neat desk covered in color-coded notes. She tossed the call sheets onto it and crossed her arms, studying me.

“You look the part,” she said flatly.

“The part?” I echoed.

“The desperate new girl who thinks she’s going to sleep her way to fame and fortune.”

My cheeks burned. “I wasn’t… I mean, I did wonder if...”

She raised an eyebrow. “Say it.”

I exhaled. “Do runners ever… get involved with the film stars?”

She actually laughed. A short, sharp, amused little sound. “You? Absolutely not. You’ve got a certain… attraction, but you look like the girl next door. Do you really think an A-list celebrity would be interested in you?”

Ouch.

“They don’t look twice at runners,” she went on. “You’re invisible. Paid to fetch coffee and stay out of the way. The best you can hope for is a horny cameraman.”

My stomach dipped, though I couldn’t tell if it was disappointment or the strange thrill of being talked down to by someone so stunning.

“But,” she added, stepping closer, “if you’re desperate to be useful…”

Her gaze drifted down my body, slow and assessing, as if imagining exactly what kind of usefulness I might offer.

“…there are ways for a runner to make a good first impression.”

I swallowed hard. “Like… what kind of ways?”

She smirked. Then she hiked her skirt up so I could see her white panties and put one heeled foot on the leather sofa. She pulled the panties to the side. Her bush was thick and black, her labia dark and long, already glistening with arousal.

“Show me what you can do with that tongue.”

I could feel my face flush completely, the heat spreading from my neck to my face. My mouth went dry, and for a full, paralyzed second, all I could do was stare at the impossible, beautiful sight in front of me: a powerful, impeccably dressed woman casually exposing herself and demanding I eat her out.

I dropped to my knees on the thick carpet. The smell of her expensive perfume, mixed with a sharper, more intimate scent of arousal, filled my senses. I looked up one last time, meeting her eyes. They were dark, unreadable, and utterly dominant.

I lowered my gaze and didn’t hesitate before leaning in. My lips brushed against her glistening labia, a soft contact that made her draw a sharp, surprised breath. I heard the faint creak of her heel against the leather as she shifted her weight. I ran my tongue up her wet opening and over her clit.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Don’t stop until I tell you to.”

My tongue darted out, tracing the outline of her labia, testing the texture, the taste. I gave her clit another firm lick, drawing out a moan from her. She grabbed my hair with her hands, pulling me firmer against her. My face was buried between her damp thighs, the hair tickling my face. I plunged my tongue deep into her open pussy, and then licked up her clit again. I wrapped my mouth around it and sucked hard.

“Fuck, that’s it,” she groaned, her body tensing and her fingers pulling painfully at my hair.

I sucked again, pulsing around her clit and massaging it with my tongue. She moaned and squirmed, holding me against her. I focused completely on the task, determined to make her come.

She was making small, choked sounds now, gasps that were barely audible over the rush of blood in my ears. Her grip in my hair was tight, but the pain was turning me on more than anything. I realized my own panties were soaking, but there was nothing I could do about it.

“Mmm… God... oh, Molly, yes,” she panted, the use of my name giving me a slight thrill… she remembered it. “Put your fingers in.”

I pushed two fingers up into her soaking wet cunt and felt her muscles grip them tightly. I massaged the rough texture of her G-spot as I continued to suck on her. Her entire body went rigid, her back arching. I could feel her inner thighs tremor uncontrollably against my cheeks.

I intensified my rhythm, knowing she was seconds away from the finish line. I sucked once more, hard and deep, holding the suction. With a final, desperate cry, her muscles locked. A wave of heat washed over my face, a gush of slick wetness that signaled her climax. She rode the wave, shaking and groaning against my mouth for several long, intense seconds before collapsing onto the sofa and freeing me from her grip.

The silence in the trailer was thick, broken only by our labored breathing and the low hum of the air conditioning. After a long moment, she slowly stood up, moving her panties back over her pussy and smoothing down her pencil skirt.

“Well,” she said. “That was better than I expected, Molly.” She stood up fully, elegant and composed once more. “I might keep you around as my personal assistant. Now, follow me, we’ve got a movie to make.”


Chapter Three




We crossed the massive lot, weaving between cables, lighting rigs, and clusters of crew members with coffees and clipboards. The director strode confidently, not looking back to see if I was keeping up. She pushed open the door to a warehouse-style building, and we went inside.

The industrial hum of the studio lot vanished, replaced by the dusty warmth of an old-style bar… or at least, the eerily perfect fake version of one. Rows of liquor bottles lined the wooden shelves behind the bar, labels carefully aged to look like they’d been there for decades. The big oak counter was worn and scarred, the kind of place where a hundred fictional bar fights had happened in a hundred fictional towns.

Fake neon signs glowed in moody blues and reds. A jukebox hummed faintly in the corner, looping a wordless track for atmosphere. Crew members darted around adjusting lights, testing mics, wiping smudges off glass tumblers. Stunt performers stretched and warmed up in one corner, practicing half-swings of their arms in carefully coordinated motions.

The director ignored me, immediately starting to discuss the upcoming scene with the stunt coordinator. I stood near the wall, taking it all in, eyes wide.

“Hey,” someone said beside me. I nearly jumped.

A handsome blonde guy with a scruffy beard grinned at my reaction. The tag on his lanyard said Tom and Cameraman.

“Let me guess,” he said, “first time on a big set?”

“Is it that obvious?” I asked, still looking around with wide eyes.

Another guy looked up from the cables he was unrolling across the floor. “Relax. Everyone looks like that their first week.” He was handsome, too, but a lot more clean-cut than Tom. He had lovely dark eyes and looked like he was from an Indian family.

He stuck out his hand, and I shook it. “Ravi,” he said.

“Hi, I’m Molly,” I replied. I didn’t know which one I fancied more.

Ravi gestured around the set. “This is one of the fun ones. Bar brawls always look chaotic on camera, but every movement is perfectly choreographed.”

“Which ones are the main actors?” I asked.

He laughed. “Oh, they don’t bother to turn up for the stunt scenes,” he said. “See that guy over there? He’s the stunt double for the lead guy, we’ll just make sure we never show his face.”

Tom reached out and lifted up my lanyard. “So, Molly. You’re a free-use runner.” He looked me up and down, taking in my tight shorts and the impressive curve of my breasts. “You know… when we get a break…”

But he was interrupted by the director ordering everyone to their places. Suddenly, the quiet hum of preparation snapped into sharp concentration. Stunt performers took their positions around the bar. Extras straightened jackets, adjusted hats, and tried to look like rough, slightly drunk troublemakers ready to start something. The lighting crew dimmed the overhead lights, leaving the neon signs and stage lamps to cast dramatic stripes of color across the set.

The director clapped her hands. “Alright, people! Remember what we practiced. Nobody gets clever… we do this exactly as rehearsed.”

I watched, entranced. One big guy, muscles bulging under a fake biker jacket, cracked his neck and tipped his head toward a smaller stuntman at the bar. They exchanged a nod.

“Action!”

The fight exploded to life.

The biker threw a wide swing that looked brutal but missed by a hair, just as planned. The smaller guy ducked, grabbed a bar stool, and swung it in an arc that connected with the biker’s arm with a loud wooden crack, the stool splintering convincingly on impact. Another stuntman leapt over a table, kicking it sideways so it crashed onto its side, sending prop poker chips scattering in a perfect cinematic spray.

I watched with my mouth open. It looked real, the kind of scene you see in the movies, but up close it was a dance, intricate and surprisingly graceful.

“Cut!” the director yelled.

Instantly, the violence dissolved. Performers relaxed, shaking out their hands, laughing, brushing dust off their costumes. A couple fist-bumped. Someone checked a scuffed elbow and shrugged.

“Reset!” called the assistant director. “We’ll go again in thirty minutes, and this time I want more energy.”

Tables were lifted back into place. Stools replaced. Props brought in. In less than a minute, the bar looked untouched again.

“Fun, right?” said Tom.

I breathed out a half-laugh. “I’ve never seen anything like it.”

He leaned one elbow on the camera dolly. “The waiting between takes is pretty boring for us camera guys, though. Ravi and I could use your help with something else. If you’re not rushing off.”

“Oh?” I asked, trying to sound neutral and not like my pulse had just tripled.

He lowered his voice. “There’s a quiet spot behind the set. The kind of place where crew go when they need… a breather.”

Ravi exchanged a glance with him. “Only if you want to,” he said.

I realized I was breathing heavily now, and there was an ache of desire between my legs. “Yes, please,” I said.

They guided me behind the set, with Tom’s hand on my back just above my ass. His touch was sending tingles through my whole body. Ravi held a curtain open, and then we were in the dark behind the fake bar. In the dim light, I could just make out piles of equipment and large wooden boxes.

Tom’s hand slid lower, over my ass, and gave one cheek a little squeeze. Ravi was right up against me on the other side, and as I turned to look at him, his lips met mine. I let out a little gasp, and then his tongue was in my mouth. I felt an instant rush of arousal being held between these two sexy men. Ravi’s kiss was deep and confident, tasting of coffee.

Tom’s hands went to my T-shirt, tugging at the hem and then lifting it off over my head. I had to pause my kiss with Ravi, and when the T-shirt was cast aside, Tom took his place. His kiss was rougher, and I could feel his beard against my skin. Ravi’s hands found my bra straps, sliding them down over my shoulders and letting my breasts pop out.

The cool air of the backstage area instantly made my nipples stiffen. Ravi’s fingers found one, teasing and pulling on it, while Tom’s warm hand grabbed my other breast and kneaded it roughly, making me moan into his mouth. The combination of the two men kissing and groping me was driving me wild. I decided I needed to suck their dicks.

I dropped to my knees on the dusty wood floor, instantly positioning myself between their bodies. Tom and Ravi paused, looking down at me with approving smiles. They both unzipped their jeans and pulled out their erect cocks. Ravi, the more eager of the two, stepped forward, presenting his hard cock towards my face. I didn’t hesitate. I reached out and gently wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft and guided it into my mouth. I started to suck immediately, feeling him throb against my tongue.

Tom shifted beside me, guiding his cock to my lips, too. I opened wide and pulled the second cock into my mouth, nestled up against the first. It was an impossible fit, but I made it work. I managed to wrap my lips around the tips of both men's rigid erections, taking them in side-by-side. My cheeks stretched, and my tongue darted between the two heads, trying to stimulate them equally.

Ravi groaned and thrust forward an inch, driving deeper into my throat. Tom immediately responded, gripping my hair and thrusting his cock forward, too, trying to win the battle for dominance of my mouth. The sensation of having two hard, demanding cock heads pressed against the back of my throat, filling my entire mouth to capacity, was making me leak arousal into my panties.

“Fuck,” Ravi hissed, grabbing my head and thrusting harder. “Look at this little slut taking two cocks in her mouth.”

“What a whore,” agreed Tom. “Best runner we’ve had for months.”

I couldn't answer, my mouth completely full of their hard dicks. I simply moaned into their cocks and intensified my sucking.

After a few more minutes of pleasuring them, Ravi suddenly pulled out. “I can’t take any more,” he groaned. “Let’s fuck her.”


Chapter Four




Ravi grabbed my arms and hauled me roughly to my feet. Tom pointed to a large, sturdy wooden box covered in a canvas tarp behind us.

"Over here. Lean on this."

Ravi shoved me toward the box. I was immediately bent over, my breasts pressing against the hard surface of the box, my ass jutting out toward them. He hooked his fingers into my shorts and yanked them down with my panties. He nudged my feet apart with his, stretching my panties between my ankles. Then he spread my cheeks with his hands, making my pussy gape.

"Look at that," Ravi murmured, his voice full of appreciation as he viewed my exposed, wet cunt from behind.

He guided his thick, hard cock to my entrance and slicked the head against my damp folds, drawing a sharp gasp from me. Then he drove himself home in one powerful, determined thrust deep into my cunt.

"Oh! Fuck!" I cried out, the deep penetration sending a jolt of pleasure and pain straight up into my core. He filled me completely, stretching me tightly around his shaft.

Ravi started to thrust, a rapid, forceful rhythm that caused me to move up onto my tiptoes. The sound of his skin slapping against mine echoed loudly in the confined space behind the set. As Ravi was pounding into me from behind, I felt Tom move in front of me. He reached out and gently tilted my face up toward his. I opened my mouth eagerly, and he slid his thick, glistening cock right to my mouth.

Tom started to fuck me, claiming my mouth with the same demanding force that Ravi was using to claim my cunt. The overwhelming sensation was delicious as my body was pinned between the two men. I could taste Tom, hear the wet sounds of Ravi fucking my cunt, and feel my hips being violently pushed and pulled as he pleasured himself inside me.

My head swam, and I felt myself spiraling toward a climax. I was bucking hard against Ravi’s hips, and my mouth was working frantically around Tom’s cock, trying to suck him as I got closer and closer to the edge.

I tried to scream "I'm coming!" but the words were muffled as I choked around Tom's cock. The orgasm washed over me, my cunt clenching so hard that it pushed Ravi out of me. I came up for air, panting heavily.

Tom and Ravi swapped places. Ravi’s dick entered my mouth, and I could taste my release on him. At the same moment, Tom pushed his thick cock into me and made me squeal.

“Pass us that camera,” I heard Tom say.

Ravi passed him a handheld camera from the table nearby. As Tom continued to thrust into me, I glanced over my shoulder and could see him opening it up and turning it on. He pointed it at my ass, filming my pussy stretching around his shaft.

Ravi grabbed my face and guided it back to his cock. “Concentrate, slut,” he smirked.

They fucked me some more, and then I felt Tom’s thumb on my asshole. It was coated in my release, and he rubbed it around the tight rim, making me moan even louder.

“God, she’s got a beautiful, tight little asshole,” he groaned, and then pushed his thumb deep into my ass. The penetration made another wave of pleasure wash over me. I could feel my eyes rolling up in my head as the blissful sensations spread out from my core. Tom fucked my ass with his thumb in time with his cock in my pussy, while I gagged on Ravi’s dick.

“This is better than the crappy movie we’re shooting,” laughed Tom, still filming himself fucking me.

“Give us that,” said Ravi, taking the camera from him. I looked up at the lens, my mouth still wrapped around his cock.

“Suck it for the camera, bitch,” he grinned, making the camera zoom in on my face.

I redoubled my efforts, taking his dick deep into the back of my throat. My eyes were streaming with tears, fixed on the camera as he fucked my mouth and filmed every second of it.

Tom snatched the camera back from Ravi. “I’m gonna fuck her ass,” he said. And he did. He moved his cock, soaked with my arousal, up to my rear entrance and applied just enough pressure for it to slip inside.

“Oh god,” I murmured, before Ravi filled my mouth again.

Tom started fucking my ass hard and fast, one hand on my hip, while the other held the camera, filming every filthy moment. Suddenly, I was coming again, my ass contracting around his shaft as I squirted all down my thighs. Waves of pleasure washed over me, making my vision go black for a moment.

I heard Ravi through a haze. “Okay, time to take her both at once.”

He removed his cock from my mouth, sat down on a nearby chair, and pulled me on top of him. My gaping pussy welcomed him easily, and I sank all the way down with a sigh of happiness.

Tom placed the camera on the box, pointing towards us. Then he moved behind me, pushing his eager cock against my ass again. He pressed inside, stretching my ass open as wide as my cunt. They were both inside me, making me squeal and squirm with pleasure. I could feel their cocks rubbing against each other through my thin walls, driving me closer and closer to another orgasm.

They held me tightly, their hands gripping my hips and waist, as they fucked me harder. I couldn't distinguish between the pleasure in my ass and the pleasure in my pussy; it was a single overwhelming sensation that spread to every nerve in my body.

"Look at her," Ravi grunted. "She loves it. What a slut."

“Oh man, this ass is so fucking tight,” groaned Tom. “I’m gonna spurt.”

I was hyperventilating, my head thrown back, my eyes squeezed shut. Tears of pure pleasure leaked from the corners of my eyes. Tom's hips slammed into my ass, and he let out a roar of relief. I felt his cock swell deep inside my ass, and the sudden gush of his warm cum flooded my insides. Simultaneously, Ravi tensed beneath me, his own release filling my cunt.

"Oh, fuck!" I screamed, the sound echoing in the backstage area as my entire body convulsed around them. I collapsed onto Ravi, shaking uncontrollably, the force of my own climax milking every last drop from their cocks.

"Good girl," Tom murmured, panting as he pulled his thick cock out of my ass. The sudden release of pressure made me whimper.

Ravi, still buried in my pussy, pulled my face down to his. "Tell me how much you loved it, baby."

I nodded breathlessly. "I... I loved it. I loved you both fucking me. Oh God, I came so hard."

The sound of footsteps approaching from the main set made all three of us freeze. A voice, familiar but stern, called out. It was the director.

"Ravi? Tom? We're setting up the next shot! Where in God's name are you two?"

Ravi winked at Tom, then quickly grabbed my shorts and panties, shoving them into my hand.

"Time to go, princess," he said, standing up and zipping his trousers.

Tom turned off the camera that had filmed our filthy threesome and hefted it over his shoulder. “Come on. Work to do.”

I scrambled to pull my clothes back on. My legs were shaky, and my pussy and ass felt stretched but beautifully used. I was still leaking, and I knew my panties were going to be a mess.

"Sorry, Director! Just dealing with... a wardrobe malfunction," Tom called out smoothly as they emerged from behind the set, both men looking slightly disheveled but smirking to themselves.

I followed them, trying to compose myself and ignore the deep, pleasurable ache between my legs.


Chapter Five




After lunch, I was told to report to Stage Six for a new scene. When I entered, I saw dozens of people bustling around an elaborate bedroom set flanked by cameras and monitors.

But none of that was what captured my attention. Two people stood near the set, both in matching white dressing gowns, both sipping from paper cups like they weren’t the most gorgeous creatures I’d ever seen in my life.

My breath caught. Oh my God. A-list didn’t even begin to cover it. The first was Oscar-winning Cristian Deer. He was tall, with messy dark hair, stubble that somehow looked expensive, and a jaw sharp enough to cut glass. His blue eyes were startlingly bright in person. I’d seen him on posters more times than I could count, usually holding a weapon or wearing a tailored suit.

Next to him was Lena Arista. The Lena Arista. Golden-haired, with perfect cheekbones and a smirk of complete self-confidence. Even in a robe, she was sexier than anyone I’d been this close to. Her hair was pinned up loosely, a few tendrils falling around her face in that perfect, tousled way that probably took two hours of styling.

They were talking quietly, laughing about something. These weren’t just celebrities… These were stars.

Then, oh my God, the director introduced me. “Cristian. Lena. This is Molly. She’s the new runner.”

Lena tilted her head. “Cute.”

Cristian gave me a lazy, warm smile. “Very.”

I squeaked out a hello.

The director gave me a sidelong glance, enjoying my discomfort. Then I was dismissed from her attention.

“Right, everyone,” she said loudly. “We’re shooting the intimacy sequence first.”

The director walked off toward the monitors, and I followed, trying not to trip over my own feet. Behind me, I could hear Cristian and Lena murmuring to each other.

The director took her seat, crossed her long legs, and gestured for me to stand beside her. “Don’t look so overwhelmed,” she said. “They’re just actors.”

“No one looks like that in real life,” I muttered before I could stop myself.

She smirked. “Get used to it. This industry is full of beautiful, self-absorbed narcissists.”

Lena and Cristian stepped toward their marks on the bed set, their robes slipping just slightly as they moved. Crew swarmed around them, adjusting hair, touching up makeup, checking microphones.

“QUIET ON SET!” an assistant director shouted. The entire room hushed.

“Wardrobe off!” he called, and suddenly half a dozen people were fussing around Cristian and Lena, whisking away their dressing gowns like they were fragile museum pieces.

Both actors were suddenly, confidently naked in front of at least thirty people. I glanced down and… holy fuck. Cristian’s cock was huge. It was still soft, but hung down longer and thicker than any cock had a right to. My mouth dropped open. The director glanced at me and laughed.

Lena was equally stunning. I’d seen her breasts before in films, and I already knew they were full and perfect, with large, rosy nipples. What I hadn’t expected was her perfectly smooth mound and tidy slit. She was like a Greek statue of a goddess. She rubbed her nipples with her fingers, making them stiffen for the camera.

The two actors climbed on the bed, and an intimacy coordinator helped them adjust positions so that Cristian was between Lena’s legs, but their genitals were not touching or visible to the camera.

“Remember,” the coordinator was saying, “slow, controlled movements. Simulated sex, not actual, this time. I don’t want to have to write up another report.”

“It was hard to resist,” giggled Lena.

I hovered beside the director’s chair, trying very hard to look professional.

“And… ACTION!” shouted the director.

Cristian leaned down, his torso all sculpted muscle, and kissed Lena. It was a movie kiss: slow, deep, and utterly convincing. As they kissed, they began the carefully choreographed movements of simulated sex. Cristian moved his hips above her, his massive, soft cock swinging close to her smooth mound. Lena arched her back, moaning softly into the kiss, her hands running up his arms as if she were in ecstasy.

It was breathtakingly erotic, even knowing it was fake. The heat in the room seemed to rise, and I felt myself getting uncontrollably turned on.

“And now for the nipple suck…” commanded the director.

Cristian dipped his head, wrapping his tongue around Lena’s perfect nipple and pulling it into his mouth. He gave it a firm suck, and she moaned with pleasure. Then Cristian shifted just slightly, and I saw it… His cock was hard… rock hard, and pointing straight at Lena, his balls hanging down heavily behind. It was probably the biggest cock I’d ever seen.

“CUT!” The director’s voice sliced through the air sharply.

Cristian groaned under his breath, flopping back on the bed, covering his eyes with one hand. “Sorry,” he muttered. “Sorry, sorry. That wasn’t… I didn’t mean to…”

His massive dick stood up, pointing at the ceiling, firm and erect. None of the crew batted an eyelid, but Lena burst into laughter, loud and delighted, practically folding in half where she sat. “Cristian, please. You do this every time.”

He frowned. “It’s impossible with those tits.”

“Oh, really?” she giggled, squeezing them in her hands and jiggling them up and down. “Honestly, it’s a burden being this perfect.”

Cristian threw a pillow at her.

She dodged it effortlessly and laughed even harder.

The director sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “Can we please try again without you two turning my set into a comedy sketch?”

“How about we go back to the trailer, and I get him off first?” suggested Lena. “It would hardly be the first time, would it, big boy?” She reached over and squeezed his cock.

“Do you realize the forms I’d have to fill in?” complained the intimacy coordinator.

“The new runner can do it,” said Cristian, suddenly pointing at me. “She’s a free-use one, right?”

My heart practically stopped.

“That will work,” said the coordinator. “It will save me the paperwork.”

“Okay, fine,” sighed the director. “Looks like it’s your lucky day, new girl. Right then, everyone, let’s take fifteen minutes.”


Chapter Six




The entire stage buzzed with movement as everyone scattered for the break. Cristian sat up on the bed, his cock still rock-hard, running a hand through his hair, and watching me. He stood, and someone hurried over to drape a robe loosely around his shoulders.

“Come on, cutie,” he said. “To my trailer.”

The director was already barking orders at the lighting crew. The intimacy coordinator waved vaguely in our direction, clearly relieved someone else would “handle” the situation. Lena gave me a dramatic thumbs-up and a wicked grin.

Before I fully understood how I’d gotten here, I found myself following Cristian out of the stage area and across the lot. Cristian’s trailer was enormous, sleek and spotless, and filled with expensive furniture and soft lighting that made everything look cinematic. As soon as the door shut behind us, he pressed both hands against the counter and exhaled a long, shaky breath.

“God,” he muttered. “I swear, this is the hardest thing about filming sex scenes. If you actually get into the role, you’re going to get an erection. Right?”

I hovered near the door, pulse thundering. “Um… what do you need me to…?”

He turned, and the robe, which he hadn't bothered to tie, parted completely. His erection was magnificent: thick, vein-laced, and frighteningly long. One of the biggest cocks I’d ever seen.

"I need you to fix this," he said, pointing at his dick.

I grinned. This was my specialty. I immediately dropped to my knees on the thick carpet. I reached out tentatively, my hands tracing the shape of his balls. I cupped them gently, lifting them as I leaned in closer. His thick cock throbbed above me, desperate for me to touch it. I stuck out my tongue, licking his balls and then all the way up his long shaft, as slowly and firmly as I could. I was rewarded by a little groan from him, and he leaned back against the table behind him.

I opened my mouth and enveloped the tip, taking him in slowly, swirling my tongue around the head. God, it practically filled my mouth already. I took it a little deeper, but it was already making me gag. So much for my legendary deep-throat skills - they weren’t happening today.

He let out a sharp hiss of breath and placed one hand on the top of my head, applying gentle pressure and forcing his cock in deeper. I wrapped my mouth around as much length as I could manage, sucking hard and consistently, my tongue playing with it.

“Good girl,” he moaned softly, using his hand to hold my head as he started to thrust slowly back and forth. “God, that’s good,” he muttered.

But he couldn’t resist me much longer. He lifted me to my feet, his mouth meeting mine and thrusting his tongue inside as he pushed me backwards against the trailer door. He reached out, his big hands grabbing the waistband of my shorts and dragging them down in one quick motion.

My shorts pooled at my ankles, leaving me in just the tight T-shirt and a pair of white cotton panties. He didn't pause. He grabbed the thin fabric of my panties and ripped them off, the material tearing with a loud sound. I gasped in surprise, but also arousal. He threw my panties to the floor and slid his fingers between my soaking folds.

"You're already wet, Molly," he observed. "You liked sucking my cock, didn't you?"

He didn't wait for an answer. He spread my legs with his knee, hiking one of my bare legs up and bracing my foot against the wall next to the trailer door. The position made me instantly vulnerable and completely exposed.

Then, he slammed his cock into me. It wasn't a gentle entry; it was rough and desperate. I cried out, a sound that was half pain, half pure shock and pleasure, as the full, hard length of him breached me completely. He filled me absolutely, stretching me to my limit in a single, breath-stealing motion.

His hands grabbed my ass, lifting me up against the wall, and he began to thrust. Each stroke was deep and fast, driving me back against the door with a loud thump that echoed in the luxurious trailer. My hands instinctively clawed at his shoulders, searching for purchase on his hard, smooth skin. My mind was reeling, but my body had taken over. The intense friction inside me was immediately overwhelming.

"Yes! Oh god, yes," I gasped, the words tumbling out as I bucked my hips, trying to meet his relentless rhythm. The sheer size and force of him were intoxicating.

"Look at me, Molly," he growled. "This is what you came for. This is what you're useful for."

His thrusts got faster, harder, until the pleasure was too much to contain. My eyes rolled up in my head, and a powerful orgasm hit me. It was a wave of shuddering release that made me scream into the silence of the trailer. My cunt pulsed around his thick shaft as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

Breathing heavily, he carried me to the table and laid me back on it.

“Show me those titties,” he commanded. His cock was still motionless inside me, stretching and filling me in the most delicious way. He spread my legs open, admiring my lips gripping his cock as I struggled to pull my T-shirt off over my head. I unhooked my bra and let my breasts free.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned, moving his dick slowly inside me. “You’re perfect.”

I couldn’t believe this hot, famous actor actually liked me. He could have anyone, and he chose me. And now he was telling me how beautiful I was. I squeezed my breasts together with my hands, rubbing my nipples with my thumbs.

“What do you want to do to me?” I whispered.

Suddenly, Cristian looked up at the window of the trailer. I followed his gaze and saw someone duck quickly out of sight.

“Lena, you perv!” he called, already laughing. “You can come in.”

There were footsteps outside, and the trailer door swung open with a bang. It was Lena, and she was still just wearing the robe, which was open at the front so I could see her pussy.

“Damn, you caught me,” she giggled, coming into the trailer and closing the door. “Just don’t tell the intimacy coordinator.” All the while this conversation was going on, Cristian’s cock was still buried deep inside my throbbing cunt.

Lena perched on the back of the sofa. “Go on then, let me watch you fuck the cute new runner.”

Cristian shrugged, pulled out slightly, and slammed his cock so deep inside me that I cried out. Then he started fucking me firmly, making my breasts bounce with every hard thrust. I moaned each time, my eyes already starting to roll back in my head. I was just about aware of Lena parting her legs and touching herself as she watched.

“Oh God,” she moaned softly, “Look at her. Make her come on your dick, Cristian.”

Cristian increased his pace, and I went right over the edge, coming hard and noisily. I squirmed on the table, my thighs shaking as the waves of pleasure consumed me.

Lena seemed to be loving it. She flopped over the back of the sofa onto the cushions. Then she moved to the corner, opening her legs wide.

“Bring her here and fuck her while she licks me,” she purred.

Cristian helped me up and half-dragged me on shaking legs to the sofa. He pushed me onto it on my hands and knees in front of Lena. I stuck my ass in the air and moved my head between her thighs, licking up her glistening pink slit. She tasted as perfect as she looked.

I let out a loud grunt of pleasure as Cristian penetrated me from behind. He didn’t hold back, thrusting hard into my cunt and filling me to my limits. He fucked me hard, but I fought to concentrate on licking and sucking Lena’s perfect little pussy. Her hand went to my hair, gripping it painfully and holding me right between her thighs.

I fought to breathe, the pressure of Lena's hand in my hair forcing my face deep into her soaking wet pussy. Her clit was right against my tongue, swollen and hard, and I worked it diligently, licking and sucking it desperately.

"Faster, Molly, faster!" Lena hissed, her voice tight with pleasure. Her legs were trembling, clamped around my head.

Behind me, Cristian was moving with increasing force. His hips pounded into me, driving his thick cock deeper with every thrust. The dual sensation was overwhelming: my face buried in Lena's pussy, my cunt being used by Cristian’s enormous cock.

"Look at her, Cristian!" Lena groaned. "She's beautiful, isn't she? Fuck her harder while I watch her tongue me!"

Cristian responded to the challenge. He grabbed my hips with both hands and slammed into me.

Lena rubbed herself harder against my face. Her sounds became desperate, high-pitched whimpers building into a sustained, strained moan. Suddenly, her body tensed completely. Her hand gripping my hair contracted painfully, and she let out a high, piercing shriek of pleasure. Her entire body spasmed, and a rush of hot, slick release flooded my mouth.

"Oh! God! I'm coming!" Lena screamed, her muscles locking around my face as her powerful climax consumed her.

The feeling of her coming on my face instantly propelled me toward my own breaking point. My muscles clenched around the big cock inside me as the orgasm exploded through every part of my body. He growled, pulling back slightly, then driving his cock deep, deep, inside me, holding the thrust. I squeezed my eyes shut, my own scream echoing in the trailer.

"I’m going to fill your tight cunt," he groaned, as I squirmed on his dick. He let out a final roar and emptied his load deep inside me. I could feel him throbbing with every ejaculation, until he was completely spent and I was overflowing with cum.

We collapsed together on the sofa, breathing heavily.

“Fuck,” laughed Cristian. “Pass those wipes. We need to get back on set in a couple of minutes.”

Lena threw him the pack of wipes. “Think you can keep your erection down, now?”

“I hope so, although no promises,” he said, pulling out a wipe and cleaning the sweat off his stomach. “If not, I’m up for trying this again. You are both incredible.”

I glowed with pride and happiness. I couldn’t believe I’d fucked these two film stars.


Chapter Seven




Cristian managed to finish the next take of the sex scene without getting hard, the fun from the trailer having successfully burned off his immediate need. The scene was intense, professional, and entirely simulated.

“CUT!” the director’s voice boomed across the stage. “That’s a wrap on the bedroom sequence! Excellent work, everyone!”

Instantly, the tension dissipated. The wardrobe people sprang into action, covering Lena and Cristian in robes again. Crew members exchanged relieved glances; the most delicate part of the schedule was finally finished.

The director glanced at me. “Runner. Be useful. We’re resetting for the next scene. Get coffee for everyone.”

“Right! On it!” I said, happy to have something to do.

I grabbed the order sheet a script supervisor handed me, scanning the list as I hurried offstage. The studio lot was a maze of trailers, cables, aluminum ramps, and giant rolling doors that all looked the same. Even with the laminated map clipped to my lanyard, I was soon hopelessly lost.

Eventually, I realized that I needed to be on the other side of an inconveniently placed brick wall. Maybe I could quickly cut through Studio Nine? I pushed open the door, and immediately, I knew I had made a mistake.

The lighting on this set was different; warmer, almost golden. Funky music thumped quietly in the background. Large plush rugs and beanbags covered the floor. The walls of the set were covered in 70s-style yellow and brown wallpaper. Velvet curtains covered the fake windows.

A large group of women in silk robes stood near a makeup table, chatting casually, sipping bottled water. A smaller group of men, naked except for tiny briefs, were stretching to one side, warming up as if they were about to play sports. They all had luxurious mustaches.

A harried-looking assistant with a headset nearly ran into me.

“You’re late.”

“I am?” I said, confused.

“Yes, we’re about to begin. You got the memo about the pubic hair, right? Tell me you got the memo.”

I just stared at her with my mouth open like a goldfish. She rolled her eyes and, to my surprise, grabbed my shorts and yanked them down so that they pooled around my ankles. She looked at my trimmed bush approvingly.

“Thank God,” she said. “I’ve already had to send home three girls today who turned up for a 70s orgy scene with shaved pussies. You wouldn’t believe it.” She shook her head at the craziness of it all.

“Orgy scene?” I managed to say.

The assistant wasn’t really paying attention to me now; she was frowning at one of the men in the tiny underpants. “Digital watch? Seriously? He’s wearing a fucking digital watch.” She stomped over and started berating the unlucky performer with the watch.

“Lube?” said a girl appearing at my shoulder, offering me a small tube. She had curvy, blonde hair that hung over her shoulders, and she was completely naked. I glanced down and saw she had a thick, blonde bush that spread to her thighs.

“Er… I’m good, thanks,” I said.

“Well, you might be thankful for it after a while,” she said. “I’m Jessie, by the way.”

“Nice to meet you,” I replied. “I’m Molly. Um… is this a porno shoot?”

“Of course,” she replied. “They’re about to start, come on…”

She dragged me by the arm onto the set and pulled me down onto a bean bag next to her. Her hands went to the hem of my T-shirt, and she tugged it off over my head. “Let’s get you ready,” she said, unhooking my bra for me.

All around us, the other performers were taking up their positions on sofas, cushions, and beanbags. The women slipped off their robes, and the men stepped out of their briefs, until everyone was completely naked. There must have been at least twenty-five people. Cameras were moved in closer. A boom mike was lowered above us.

“ACTION!” someone shouted from the darkness behind the cameras.

Jessie turned to me and pulled me in for a deep, wet kiss. Her arms wrapped around my shoulders, pulling me flush against her soft, naked body. I instantly melted into her arms, feeling her breasts rub up against mine. A rush of arousal ran through my whole body, setting my nerves tingling. All around, the other performers joined together into twos and threes, kissing and touching. Soft moans of pleasure filled the air.

Jessie’s hand slid down over my collarbone until she reached my breast, giving it a firm squeeze. Then, it continued lower until she reached my thigh. She spread my legs open for me. I caught a glimpse of one of the cameras rolling closer and zooming in on my glistening pussy. Then her fingers were inside me. I moaned into her mouth, my back arching as she rubbed them against my G-spot.

My own hands went to her breasts. They were small and firm, with little, bullet nipples. I tweaked and teased them between my fingers and was rewarded with happy moans into my mouth. She started to finger fuck me harder, and I felt my climax building rapidly. She added a third finger. I was so wet and aroused that it went in easily.

The bean bag dipped as someone else joined us. It was a dark-haired man with thick chest hair and a full mustache, his cock straining upward.

“Mind if I join you ladies?” he asked in a deep voice.

Jessie lifted her head, grinning at him. “Not at all, Leo. Molly, meet Leo. I’ve worked with him before.”

Leo didn’t waste any time. He kissed my neck, and I could feel his mustache against my skin. His hand held my inner thigh, close to where Jessie was fingering me. I reached out instinctively, finding his impressively large and hard cock, and gave him a firm stroke.

Jessie lowered her head and took one of my stiff nipples into her mouth, sucking fiercely as she continued to fuck me with her fingers. She added a fourth, stretching me wide around her hand. I grabbed the man by the face and kissed him. As my tongue went in his mouth, I came hard. Jessie continued to finger-fuck me, making me squirt all over the bean bag. The more I came, the more she fucked me, and the more I squirted. I could sense the camera filming it all.

When I finally had nothing left to give, she pulled out her hand with a wet sound. Leo knelt between my legs and parted my swollen lips. He started to lick my clit, lapping up my release hungrily. I twisted around so that I could reach his cock at the same time and took it into my mouth. He had a lovely cock; thick and firm. I stroked the base and his balls with one hand as I worked on getting as much of it as I could into his throat.

All around us, people were beginning to fuck. On a large, sunken sofa nearby, a beautiful dark-skinned woman with a massive afro was furiously riding a thick, muscled man, her head thrown back, her cries punctuated by the squeak of leather upholstery.

To our right, two men were locked in a deep kiss, their mustaches rubbing against each other, while a woman knelt between them, her head switching between one cock and then the other. The air was thick with the humid scent of sex, all mixing with the low thump of 70s funk music. The cameras were shadows moving beyond the perimeter, their presence of no concern to the performers, completely absorbed in their hedonistic orgy.

“Look at you,” Leo breathed, still licking my pussy. “You’re ready for me, aren’t you?” He shifted his weight around, and I felt the heat of his fully rigid, uncut cock brush against my inner thigh.

Jessie lifted her head from where she had been sucking another man, her lips glistening, and gave me a cheeky grin. "Leo's going to slide that big thing right into you now, sweetie."

Leo spread my legs a little wider with his arm, and then, with a slow, deliberate motion, he pressed the large head of his cock against my slick opening. He pushed in, inch by slow inch, until the entire, thick length of him was seated deep inside me.

He began to thrust, a slow, powerful grind that lifted me slightly off the bag with every plunge. Jessie repositioned herself next to me, and her man buried his cock in her, too. She moved her hands to my breasts, kneading them and pulling gently on my nipples as we both got fucked.

“That’s it, honey,” Jessie encouraged, leaning down to whisper into my ear. “Look around. Look around at everyone fucking. Aren’t orgies wonderful?”

I did look. Through the haze of my approaching climax, I saw thick cocks stretching out slick cunts. Further out, a line of performers was forming a chain, each one giving oral to the person in front of them, their bodies curved like a sensual snake across the carpeted floor. The whole room was a mess of moving, glistening flesh, and every moan seemed to feed into my own rising desire.

Leo increased his pace, moving from a slow, deep grind to a faster, more urgent rhythm.

"You're almost there, Molly," Leo growled. He leaned down and began to kiss my neck roughly, his thick mustache scratching my skin. "Show us how good you can scream."

I felt the familiar, wonderful knot tightening deep inside my pelvis. I locked my legs around Leo’s waist, desperate to keep him inside me. Leo delivered one last, crushing plunge that hit my absolute sweet spot. The world exploded. A deep, shuddering climax tore through me, and I screamed loudly, the sound lost in the collective din of the orgy scene. My muscles clenched around Leo’s shaft, milking the last possible pleasure from his thick cock.


Chapter Eight




Leo kissed me on the cheek and pulled out, his cock dripping with my release. Jessie was on her own now, and he swiftly moved between her legs, plunging his cock into her instead. I didn’t have to wait long, though. Almost immediately, two gorgeous Black men, both perfectly muscled and smiling, knelt down beside my beanbag. They both had close-cropped hair, deep brown eyes, and incredibly thick, hard cocks that pulsed eagerly.

"Looks like you need some attention, queen," the one on my left said. He had a small, silver stud in his left ear.

"We like to share," the one on my right added, smiling at me.

Before I could answer, the one with the earring took charge. He pulled me on top of him, guiding my pussy to his waiting cock. My wet folds parted easily for him, and I sank gratefully down, feeling him stretch and fill me completely.

The other man slid his hand down my body. He found my throbbing clit and began to stroke it with a rhythmic pressure as I started to ride his friend. I gasped into his mouth, my body already responding to the dual attention. In no time at all, I was coming all over the thick, black cock. My white, sticky release clung to his shaft as he fucked me through it.

The second man knelt behind him, already lubing up his cock. He pressed the head of his dick against my tight rear entrance.

“You want it in your ass, queen?” he whispered in my ear in his deep voice.

“Yes, please,” I groaned.

He pressed forward, straining against the resistance until suddenly I opened up for him. He slid deep into my ass, his cock rubbing against the one in my pussy and driving me wild. They both started to fuck me, slightly out of sync. It felt amazing, the pleasure flowing out from my core to every part of my body.

The constant, low thumping of the music provided a hypnotic backdrop to the sounds of skin slapping against skin, wet sucking, and the collective chorus of moans and gasps. Jessie was now kneeling, her blonde bush and tits pressed against the glass top of a low table, while Leo stood behind her, pounding into her with visible enthusiasm. Another woman was kneeling behind him, trying to lick his ass as he thrust back and forth. On the floor next to them, one of the men had a woman with her legs pinned right back to the shoulders, pounding her pussy hard.

The sensation of being doubly penetrated reached a fever pitch. My hands grasped blindly at the beanbag, and I screamed as I came hard again. The man in my ass felt my internal convulsions and gripped my waist tighter. He gave me two more final hard thrusts and came in my ass, flooding my insides.

When he pulled out, the one below me flipped me over onto my back. He lifted my legs and spread my asshole with his fingers, watching the cum leak out. Then he plunged his own cock deep into my stretched hole. I arched my back, and in seconds I was coming again. He fucked me hard, and soon he closed his eyes and pumped my ass full of a second load of cum.

Around me, the entire room seemed to be hitting their peak at the same time. Leo groaned with relief as he pulled out of Jessie, his massive, dripping cock spurting a thick stream of cum over Jessie's ass and back. The man on the floor next to me pulled out of his partner and emptied his load across her face and into her hair. The woman laughed, wiping her eye with a sticky finger, before pulling him back down for a wet, messy kiss.

The moans and groans all around turned to the sounds of relief. More and more men were finishing, some on their partner’s bodies, and some in their asses or cunts, until everyone was soaked and dripping with sweat and cum.

The loud funk music abruptly cut out.

"CUT! Fantastic," the director's voice boomed. "That's a wrap on the orgy scene, folks! You can shower and fuck off home. Great job today, everyone."

The silence that followed was heavy, filled only with the sound of rapid, ragged breathing and wet skin separating. Performers started to stir, groaning in exhausted satisfaction, their bodies glistening. They exchanged high-fives and tired smiles, the professionalism immediately returning.

I lay there for a moment, letting the wave of exhaustion pass, feeling the sticky warmth of semen dripping out of my ass.

The man who had just finished in me wiped a drop of sweat from my cheek. "You were incredible, queen," he said. "You've got fire. I need to see more of you."

He retrieved his jacket from the side and pulled out a small card. He pressed it into my hand, which was still shaking slightly.

"Marcus," he said simply. "Call me. Anytime.”

I nodded dumbly, clutching the card, my mouth too dry to form a coherent answer. With effort, I stood up, retrieving my shorts, T-shirt, and bra. I dressed hurriedly. I had suddenly remembered that I was supposed to be fetching coffee.


Epilogue




Islipped away from the porno set, nodding goodbye to Jessie and Leo, who were now casually chatting while leaning against each other, still naked. I found a dimly lit communal restroom marked "Performers Only."

The mirror reflected how wrecked I looked: flushed skin, swollen lips, hair messy and sweaty. I turned on the tap, scrubbing my hands and face, trying to wash away the evidence. I was late. Very, very late. I had been gone at least forty-five minutes.

I finally found the correct path to the catering area and ordered the mountain of coffees. I balanced the massive tray, the weight of the coffee cups threatening to tip it up and spill them everywhere. I hurried back to the main stage, where they were already setting up to film another scene with Lena and Cristian.

The director spotted me immediately. Her eyes narrowed as she glanced at her watch.

"Molly! Where have you been? I sent you for coffee an hour ago!" she hissed.

"I am so sorry!" I stammered, handing out the cups to the nearby crew members. "The catering area was... totally slammed. Massive queue. I had to wait for ages."

“Come on, I wasn’t born yesterday,” she said. “Seriously, what happened?"

I deflated. “You’re right. I accidentally ended up at Stage Nine.”

The director burst out laughing. “Stage Nine? That explains it,” she said. “Come on. Let’s get this final scene shot, and you can give me another orgasm before home time.”

THE END
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